MAY
Seen in a West End Night Club'. I pay threepence
and go in. About thirty men are standing in a
tiny canvas tent which smells of tobacco and crushed
grass. They gaze up at a good-looking girl who
stands casually on a rickety stage, chewing gum.
She is wearing a head-dress of ostrich plumes, an
evening cloak of red velvet, and a pair of flesh-
coloured woollen stockings rather slack over the
ankles.
When she hears a critical remark from the
audience she shifts the chewing gum to the other
cheek and directs a withering glance at the speaker.
All the time a voice outside bellows :
c Come and see the naughty girl from Gay Paree!5
When the tent is full the voice stops. The girl pulls
a curtain in front of her. The man with the voice
comes in and pulls the curtain away. The girl takes
off the cloak, and stands in a statuesque attitude,
wearing pink woollen fleshings.
The mouth of the statue still moves reflectively as
she chews gum ! It is all very dismal.
When I go outside a man with a voice like a fog-
horn implores me to look atc Hairy Mary *; another
invites me to see the c Fattest Girl on Earth * ; a
third is dying for me to see the boy with an elephant's
trunk. But I suddenly realize that I have not seen a
tattooed woman for twenty years. I put down my
threepence and go in.
The same dull, sheep-like crowd of men, the same
smell of tobacco and grass, the same bellowings from
the neighbouring tents ; the same awful tawdry
catch-penny air ; but I feel that it is all so important
to any one interested in, say, drafting advertise-
ments for toothpaste. These people have the pulse
of the public.
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